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FOREWORD 


Hello, readers! If you’ll pardon the (slight) tonal inconsistencies, I’d like to 
open with a note on behalf of the mod team; 


When the idea came about in June, many of us probably weren’t quite sure 
that organizing a zine would actually be possible. Many of you, as we put things 
together, may not have been sure either. But we managed to collect our ducks 
(You all!) and, more importantly, managed to get them in a row, and by the time 
deadlines rolled around in October we found ourselves with a full folder of 
submissions, and things were (mostly) going off without a hitch. 


We’d like to thank all the artists who contributed— You’ve had an undeniable 
impact on this community- as well as, should any be reading this (and even if 
there are none, of course), all creators involved in the series’ we’ve made this 
zine for. 

Our behind-the-scenes work has its own place to shine, but we wouldn’t have 
had anything to present without the artists who came to join us or the creators 
who brought us these stories in the first place. 


We hope you’re all as excited to see the finished product as we are to be 
sharing it with you! Seeing all your hard work come together over the last couple 
of months has been wonderful, and we’re delighted to finally give you the 
payoff. 
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BY: BIGBADWOLVERINE ON TUMBLR 


STAGE FIVE BY PURPLECATGHOSTPOSTS ON TUMBLR 


They say there are five stages of grief. Brian Thomas didn’t realize he was grieving at all until he noticed said stages after the fact. 

But the following (days, months, years—) after Alex Kralie, one of his former best friends, left him for dead, Brian was grieving. It 
didn’t click at the time but if it did, he probably would’ve kicked himself. What kind of moron grieves after escaping an attempted 
murder? 

But in hindsight, it was all there. 

Denial that it happened at all hit first. That it was a misunderstanding or it wasn’t really Alex or that something was wrong— and 
technically, there was. However Brian couldn’t change what happened. Couldn't forget it, no matter how hard he tried, and Brian 
really tried to forget at first. 

But there was only so much he could deny before he had to face the truth. 

Anger is the one he knows intimately. Brian doesn’t think that ever really went away. It burned him from the inside out— a match 
dropped in a haystack that sprouted into a wildfire. It burned— sometimes furious and unpredictable but other times, scattered 
embers, quiet but constant. 

Anger is one of the only things keeping him going sometimes. The days where he wants to lie down and never get up again, Brian 
uses that anger to fuel him into continuing. 

His work is never done. He’s starting to think he’ll never rest, even in death. But that’s fine because Brian’s job has never been to 
rest. He knows what he has to do and he’s the only one who can do it. That much has been made clear to him. 

Bargaining is less obvious than the others. A deal with himself— sacrificing a stable life in exchange for revenge. There were 
certain things he couldn’t have if he truly wanted it, and Brian had needed revenge more than anything. 

Some days, Brian wonders if he regrets it, but he doesn’t feel regret. He doesn’t feel happy either— he just feels nothing. Even the 
anger feels artificial some days, or just remnants of what he used to feel, recycled. Regardless, it gets him somewhere, so he’ll continue 
to use it. 

Brian just wasn’t sure how much of him was Brian anymore. Maybe it would’ve been a bigger concern if he wasn’t so numb. 

Depression swallows him whole when it hits. It manifests itself on the quiet days, where it’s just him in his shack, quietly taking 
stolen pills and chasing them with a bottle of water. Days where there’s nothing but waiting— where he’s alone with his thoughts, or 
worse, lack thereof. 

Waiting means he has no drive in him— no anger from another time, no calculating steps taken to ensure he’s always five steps 
ahead, no trying to put his incomprehensible knowledge into words but getting nowhere, no codes upon codes upon codes— nothing. 

And without any of those things, he is nothing. He’s not ‘The Hooded Person’, Brian Thomas, or even The Shell of Brian 
Thomas. 

He might as well cease to exist on those days, and there are one too many to the point where it’s suffocating. 

The fifth stage is acceptance. Brian doesn’t reach it until the whole process repeats again after Jay’s death. 

The Denial then is fleeting. He’s seen the tapes, he knows Jay wouldn’t have survived after it got to him. He knows that he’s gone 
and that there’s nothing he can do about it. 

Anger, as always, surrounds him until it’s all he is. And with Alex just out of reach, Brian takes it out on Tim. 

He doesn’t know why he hurts Tim. He should want to help him— he does want to help him— but all the signals are scrambled. 
He’s just so angry and Tim is there and he’s angry too. 

They take it out on each other. Hasn’t it always been easier that way? 

Bargaining is brief. There isn’t much to bargain with when it comes to the dead. 

But Brian sees him. Briefly, just before Tim, broken by grief, screams he wants him dead. Brian turns the corner, having 
impossibly found him in Tim’s house after just being elsewhere a moment ago, and sees him. Jay, metaphorical wings clipped and 
dead among Alex’s pages. 

The blood pools on the pages below him. Jay’s body is slumped in the corner, and for a brief moment, Brian is not who he has 
been for the past few years. He is not ruthless or calculating or cryptic, but lost and aching because someone he cared about is dead 
and some of that blame rests on his shoulders. That for all his planning, for all his efforts in being one step ahead, it got him nowhere 


except with one of the people he was supposed to keep alive now dead on the floor. 


And for a moment, Brian wishes their places were swapped. Because he’s never done anything but hurt people and he’s never seen 
clearer proof of that than the body before his eyes. 

Depression hits then too. Knowing it was all for nothing. That for all his work to ensure the only deaths would be Alex and 
possibly his own (and that thing if it could be killed) didn’t matter in the end. 

Maybe nothing he did mattered at all. Maybe all he did was complicate things— and fuck things up for everyone else. 
Then Tim whirls on him and Brian can see he knows it’s his fault too. And it all falls apart from there. 

Acceptance comes from letting go. Literally in this case. 

His fingers lose their grip on the windowsill. Brian knows it’s over even before he lands. He doesn’t know if this means Alex wins 
or if Tim still has a chance but his part is spent. Maybe that was overdue. 
In his last moments, Brian thinks that this means responsible for two deaths now, Jay’s and his own, though maybe three if he’s 
doomed Tim too. He hopes he hasn’t but hope is the thing with feathers and Brian is falling too fast to catch it. 

He thinks about how Tim will find out this way and there’s nothing else he can do about it. He wonders if Tim will forgive him, 
then if he deserves that at all. 

He thinks about what’s waiting for him. About where he’s going. 

The very last thing Brian Thomas does before he hits the ground is accept death. 

The Ark awaits. 
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RETROGRESSION BY MICHAELANDERSENO ON TUMBLR 


Michael had never felt like a normal person, as though his consciousness had been placed inside of him slightly to the side of 
where it was meant to be. He supposed part of this was because, well, he wasn’t normal, far from it. Normal people don’t do the things 
he had done. Normal people don’t go to mental hospitals for over a decade. Normal people don’t see what he sees. 

It almost makes him angry, not being normal, especially when his brother Shaun is so much so by comparison. The perfect, 
normal son who had done no wrong to contrast himself as his parent's mistake. The brother who had thrown him under the bus. 

Part of him blamed Shaun for it all, for where he ended up, for his eternal lack of normalcy, but the larger part of him knew that 
was ridiculous. This wasn’t something Shaun could’ve controlled. In the end, Shaun granted Michael a saving grace. His brother was 
the perfect jumping-off point for his own feigned normalcy. A blueprint to work from, to shape the face he showed the world. 

The hospital had helped shape that face as well. The doctors had never wanted to hear the truth, didn’t want Michael to tell them 
how he was really feeling. That only made things worse. He quickly learned to play into what they wanted to hear, enough that they 
loosen the grip and start to think you are normal, that they’ve fixed you, but not enough to pick out the lie. The only thing worse than 
telling the truth was getting caught out when you weren’t. The blueprint and the lesson worked in tandem to make Michael a skillful 
liar, at least when it came to his own well-being. It was the only way to make it out, the only way to survive, and in the end, he 
succeeded. 

He felt like a fish out of water, navigating a world that had entirely changed while he was stuck with the same motions playing 
out day after day, and he didn’t even truly get better. He had played his part and punched his ticket out without thinking of what he’d 
actually do with himself, how he’d cope with the things he still saw and experienced, the person he still was with all his abnormalities 
in tow. At the very least he had Shaun on his side, helping him to settle into everything. It made his facade feel a little more real. If 
Shaun could believe in it, maybe he had managed in all his lying and pretending to make it something else. Something real. He 
ignored the tall, faceless man that had become a constant in his life, opting instead to dive deeper into the role he had made for 
himself, burrowing down in a sense of normalcy that came easily for the first time in his life, giving him a hope that maybe it wasn’t 
something he’d ever have to grasp for again. 

Nothing ever lasts, however. 

It started small, moments when his mind would slip and when he realized hours had already passed. His old habit of 
sleepwalking returned in full force, and often he found himself elsewhere in the night. His nightmares returned, but he didn’t want to 
think about that. Maybe the normalcy was like a virus, his body totally rejecting his attempts to behave as though there was nothing 
wrong with him, wracking him with sickness until he dropped the act. It was that he didn’t want to entertain. It didn’t make any sense 
regardless, that isn’t how a virus would work, but the word sticks in his mind and appears in his nightmares, haunting him as he 
continually fails to fix himself. He shared this with the only place he felt he could, making a video for his doctor, but it didn’t help. 
Nothing helped. The only good thing that day was the fact that it was his birthday. 

He thinks for a moment about that statement. It isn’t right. He glances out the window, only to find that it confirms his 
suspicions. His birthday is in the middle of January, and there’s no snow or ice in sight, no sign of winter. His hands grow clammy, 
and he speaks exactly what he’s thinking in a panicked tone, “It isn’t my birthday.” 

He feels sick to his stomach, the room spiralling alongside his mind as he shakily stands, trying to explain this to himself, but 
no matter what he comes up with only makes him feel worse. Option one, something is deeply, horribly wrong here. Wherever this is- 
because he now sees that he does not recognize this room, and whatever he is actually doing here is entirely a mystery to him, and 
that isn’t right. Something would’ve had to be done to him, and that thought only makes his skin crawl. Option two is that he’s crazy, 
which is a thought that puts a lump in his throat. Most of his life has been spent trying to prove that he isn’t, that his fears are 
justified, that despite not being normal he at least wasn’t crazy, but if this was the case here- it threw his entire mental track into a 
tailspin. Another realization hits him. He’s been here before. 

Not in this room, but in this situation. He had gone through these motions before. 

It’s all too much, and he knows he can’t do this alone. He can’t handle being alone again, no matter what situation he’s in, and so ina 
desperate hope that he will be heard, he calls for his brother, the noise reverberating around the empty room, and the silence reaching 
back out is smothering. His final realization comes like a strike to a nailhead. Shaun will not answer. Whether it is Michael’s own 
fault he is left to wonder, but he feels as though it must have been. 


Michael has never been normal, and abnormality tends to drive even those closest away. 
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WHATCHA DO, WHATCHA DO? 1 DO “PRIVATE WARS!” BY RUNKAKERUN ON TUMBLR 


“The way I see it,” she purrs, trailing a finger down Mo’s cheek, sharp nails scratching at his skin. “You have two options.” 

... Mo almost doesn’t respond. He’s gotten pretty good at that, all things considered, at least since after the first time he met Lexx. 

But, he reasons, biting the inside of his cheek (And hoping she doesn’t notice— Kind of breaks the stony act if she does) that he might have a better 
chance of making a break for it if he engages her. Entertains her, even. Not that he likes the way phrasing it like that sounds. It’s like she’s some 
demented cat, and he’s the mouse. 

Actually, it doesn’t really matter how he phrases it. That’s how it feels, period. 

“What are they?” He eventually questions, keeping his voice even and snide. He’s never once thought that he could really intimidate her— Not his 
problem, mind you, he’s never seen her scared of anything— But that doesn’t mean he won't try. “Die now, die later?” 

She laughs, arms now draped over his shoulders. She’s way too close, her breath starkly warm against the cold air of the room. He’s given up 
wondering how she got to him, given up wondering how she found the house— He gave that one up quickly, though, they were really never as 
careful as they should’ve been. 

No, now, tied up in the basement, alongside Sean (... Maybe karma’s a little bit real. In some twisted way.) he’s just wondering what she could 
possibly want from him. 

Her grin seems painted on, too-white teeth peeking out from lipstick that looks like plum wine. And he’s not really sure how or why he’d make that 
distinction, but he can’t help it. 

It’s weird, but he supposes everything else is weirder. He won't dwell on it. Bigger fish to fry and all that. 

“We all die,” Lexx drawls, cocking her head at him. “So I suppose you’re correct.” 

Mo can’t help but shiver, uncomfortable, as she dances her fingers across his shoulder blades. 

“But... I think I might be looking a little farther into the future than you, Love.” 

This time he doesn’t respond. It doesn’t take a genius to infer what she’s implying, with the “love” and how overly comfortable she is with him. 
She’s always been a little bit that way, thinking about it. Mo has to wonder how he and Lee missed it. Something about red flags when red is your 


favourite colour, he muses. 


The madwomanr’s prowess in a stare-off is, again, catlike. It’s almost as impressive as her nerve. She seems almost spurred on by his defiance— Weird 
considering both the fact that he’s almost never been exactly nice to her, and that her ill-fated boy-toy seemed like a total pushover. 

She breaks it first, dropping her head with a defeated (but still too comfortable) giggle. 

“The Carrier is.a very important man to both of us,” she says, “I won’t deny that. But people come and go, don’t they, dear?” 

Another shudder runs through Mo, briefly, the vivid image of that same ill fate he was just thinking of popping up. 

“Think of it this way... If they come and go anyways, wouldn’t you like them to leave something? The Carrier can leave behind perhaps the greatest 
parting gift of all...” 

He lets her talk, tuning at least half of it out. It’s not like he’s giving her the upper hand— He never would-— but he can let her think that. He’s 
discovered that if you let a cultist talk long enough about their great mission you just might get them lost in it. 

“’.. Besides,” she continues, finally winding down from her grand poetic tirade. “I think you of all people wouldn’t mind a little chaos... Isn’t that 
right?” 


And there, Mo knows exactly what she’s trying to do. He almost has to hand it to her— not every cultist can get out of their head enough to notice 
what’s actually going on around them, what people like him might be looking to fix. 

But this can’t be the way to do it, right? 

No. Of course not. Not when it puts Lee in danger. He’s man enough to admit that. 

Jaw set, he seals his fate. Whether he gets out of here or not, she’s not hearing another word from him. 

... A few moments pass before Lexx adopts an almost childish pout, finally stepping away. 

“Well, I suppose I won’t take your right to silence,” she mutters. If Mo were in a better situation, he might snicker a little. Her favouritism is 
obvious, if the way she sneers at her other captor is anything to go by— Not that he thinks she’s trying to hide it— But, y’know. He’s on the verge of 
death here. 

She sighs as she turns her back on him. 


“At least give it some thought, won’t you?” 
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MOD JAY @GOTHSKULLY 


Like so many others, the duration of my childhood was encompassed by the cultural squalor of t 
memories are my first days of internet usage, exploring the web nexus that had not yet been expl 
first venture into true fandom-hood would be, among numerous others, the creative conglomerat 
association, the Slenderverse. 

A ragtag assemblage of amateur filmmakers, brandishing garage handycams and computer-stand. 
Slenderverse represented what was, still, a relatively unmarred subset of online creativity; the ver 
found footage. Woefully amateur, laden with issues of plot connectivity and overall believability, 
enthusiasts and those aspiring to create something requiring only themselves and a plot. It would 
creatively versatile, skill accessible, socially unifying communities to emerge out of the era of the 
as numerous series closed their doors for a final time, be it a formal, final conclusion, or a rough- 
interest by the creators, the fans that relished them would continue to press forward, creating con 
scarcely breached 100 other fans. My connections to the Slenderverse run deep. It has been my c1 
was uncertainly lonely, or imperiled by disease; it has been a playground fantasy, a subject of role 
that binds myself and lifelong friends. It has forged infinite friendships and helped to anchor my 
algorithm. It, remarkably, introduced myself and my partner to one another in 2022. While the g 
content has come and gone, and there is no apparent resurgence in sight, these stories will sustai1 
culture consciousness like petroglyphs in stone. One thing is for certain, though; the Slenderverse 
Perhaps, given our cultural fascination with nostalgia, a renaissance is sooner than anticipated. EF 
all 


MOD KIT @RUNKAKERURUN 


I joke way more than I probably need to about my interest in the Slenderverse community, b 
place in it. I’m most used to existing in girly, perhaps a little childish spaces— Even if I seem to at 
flame (I think at least three of the people I would consider “best friends” now or at some point in 
been Reanimator stans). 


The truth is, though, I feel like I’m standing on the sidelines more in those spaces than I’ve ¢ 
community. My friends have had a huge impact on that, and I’m really grateful for them, but you 
wouldn’t have had such a place in my friend-group if I’d never watched Marble Hornets with ther 
how to feel about things like fate, really, but I probably wouldn’t chance it, if I had to do everythi 


Again, I don’t know how I feel about fate. So I can’t definitively say that the Slenderverse is 
treasure) today. Maybe I would’ve written a whole bunch of fanfiction I got the pleasure of shari1 
interest. Maybe I would’ve watched a different thing with my friends, and maybe we would’ve be« 
didn’t need Marble Hornets to have any of that. But I can say that it gave me characters and stori 
really wouldn’t change it for the world. 


And hey, whether it’s pipe dreams I got in the height of the fixation (Although, really, I woul 
a shot) or longstanding passions that I got to improve in my time here, I’m really grateful for it al 


Signing off, your zine friend, Kit! 
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MOD TIM @ANQMORPHIC 


In this current age of video production and writing where 
studios no longer produce twenty-four episode seasons and 
the market is oversaturated with remakes, I, and so many 
others, find myself drawn to media from one person to 
another. In other words, I look for content created for the 
sake of being created, not for money or fame. The 
Slenderverse community, creators and fans alike, is full of 
unparalleled creative force. (Something I can now boast 
about having participated in once this is published.) 


Because of the format, the appeal of the various series is 
this: Community. Fans and creators overlap more than 
anything else you can find online or otherwise, and that 
kind of connection is something that nobody on either side 
takes for granted. I know I sure don’t. It is like no other 
fandom or interest I’ve had the pleasure of being a part of. 
Whether it’s picking a 480p frame apart pixel by pixel to 
read the DVDs on someone’s shelf, or watching decade old 
MvVs on YouTube with my friends, there is always 
something new that I can uncover and admire. You never 
run out of content. 


All these thirteen years since two bored college kids came 
across one compelling enough forum post, I find myself 
reflecting. The people that I have been so lucky to meet 
through various projects and community hang out spaces 
have changed my life in ways I could not even begin to 
describe. My entire outlook on the creative process has been 
rocked by a bunch of web series, and I wouldn’t have it any 
other way. 


It shows how much people can accomplish when given 
the right tools. The thing about the Slenderverse is that it 
doesn’t matter if you’ve never held a camera in your life or 
all you have is iMovie, you can create something. It may 
not be something particularly visually stunning, or compel 
everyone who sees it, but such is life when making art. You 
deserve to be able to tell your story. 


It has been an honor working with my fellow moderators 
and friends, and it is an honor and a privilege to be 
surrounded by such like-minded and accepting individuals. 
I hope the word that we’ve put into this is visible, because it 
has been a passion project for a long, Jong time. 


I look forward to what the community has in store in the 
next decade, because if there’s one thing I’ve learned— we 
will persevere. 


So that’s that! Thank you for taking the time out of our day to look at our 
passion project from the last six months. We couldn’t do it without our 
wonderful artists and writers, who were nothing but delightful to work with. Till 
next time! Keep on trucking. 


